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” ■» '<* * rtrgente irj' 

heart wiliigh when I mifcalie fo, 

Which findesitaninforfed pilgrimage. 

Gaunt. The fullen paflage ot thy wearie flepi,' 

Eftecroe a foyle wherein thou art tp fet. 

The precious Icwelof tby home returne. 

But. Nay rather euery tedious ftridel make, 

Will but remember me whata deale of world 
I wander from the Jewels that I loue , 

Muftlnot feruea longapprcntidiood ; 

Toforrenpaflages,andintheerid, 

Hauing my freedome,boaft of nothingelfe.. 

But that I was a iourney man to griefej 
Gaunt. A1 places that the eic of hcauenvifits. 

Are to a wifeman portes and happy havens: 

Teach thy neceflitie to reafonthus. 

There is no vertuc like neceflitie, 

Thinke not the King did banifli thee, g 

But thou the king. Woedoeth the heauier fit. 

Where it perceiues it is but faintly borne: 

Go, fay I lent thee forth to purchafc honour. 

And not the King exilde thee; or fuppofe 
Deuoutingpefl iicncc hangs in our aire. 

And thou art flying to a fre flier clime.* 

Looke what thy foqle holds deerc,imagine it 
To ly that way thou goeft, not whence thou coroft: 
Suppofe the figging birds mufitions, 

The grafle whereon thou treadfhthe prefcncc flrowde. 
The flowers, faire Ladies, and thy fteps, no more 
Then a delightful meafure ora dance. 

For gnarfing forrow hath lcfle power to bite 
The man that mocks at it and fet s it light. 

Bui. Oh who can hold a fire in his hand. 

By thinking on the frofty Caucafus? 

Or cloy thehungry edge of appetite. 

By bare imagination of a feate ■< i > ‘ 

Or wallow naked in December fnowj 
By tfiinkiqg pn.fantaftiek fummers heat ? 

Oh no» theapprehenfion of the good 

Glut! 
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Exeunt, 


'ie,(frcat one dore, andtbe 


Lord Aumarlc at the other. 


King Richard the ficond. 

Gives butthe greater feeling to the worfe: 

Fell forrowes tooth doth neuer ranckle more, 
Then when it bites, but launcheth not the fore. ‘ 
Gam. Come come my fonne,Ilc bring thee on 1 
Had I thy youth and caufe, I would not ftay. 

Bui. Then Englands ground farcwcl, fvveete 
My mother and my nuile that beares me yet 
Where ere I wander boaftofthislean. 

Though banilht, yet a true borne Engliihma 


King We did obferue. . , 

.Howfarbroughtyou high Hcreford oa 
Aunt 1 brought high Hcrfbrd,<fydU « 

But to the next high way, and there If 
King And fay, what ilore ofparting team were fhed? 
Aum Faith none for me, except the Northeaft winde. 
Which then blew bitterly again ft our faces, 
Awaklthcfleepiag rhewmc, and fo by chance 
Did grace our hollow parting with a tcare. 

King What laid your coufin when you parted' 

Aum FarcWel, & For my heart difdaincd that mj 
Should fo prophanc the word that taught me crafr. 

To counterfaite opprefsion of fuch griefe, 

That words feemd buried in my forrowes graue 
Mary would the word Farewell haue length 
And added yeeres to his/hortbamfhment. 

He Ihould haue had a volume offarewels: 

But fince it would not,!ie had none of me. 

King He is our Coofens Cofin, but tis doubt, 

' ^hen time fhall call him home from banifhment. 

Whether our kinfman comes to fee his f 
Our fclfe and Bufhie, 

Obferued his courtfhip to the common people^ 
novv he did feeme to diue into their hearts. 

With humbleand famdier courtefie, 

With reucreace he did throwaway on ; 
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